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Longarone, he went by the Sotoguda Pass to
Caprile, a journey which was unusually arduous
owing to recent floods which had washed away
roads and bridges in many places. From Caprile
he started on horse-back to cross the mountains
to San Martino di Castrozza and had several
contretemps on the way. At a place where the
exceedingly narrow mountain path had been
washed away, the pack-horse fell, rolled down
a steep bank, and became pinned down at the
bottom of the stream by the weight of his load.
The luggage got soaked, but the horse, strange
to say, was not seriously injured and, having been
extricated, continued its journey. Shortly after,
my father, in crossing a swollen torrent on foot,
fell into the water and got wet through. These
misfortunes, in addition to a deluge of rain that
was falling at the time, were a serious ordeal for
an old man of 76 to encounter, but he got through
them without being any the worse and eventually
arrived in safety at Neumarkt and the railway,
having thoroughly enjoyed the expedition.
Whitwell Elwin, from 1853 to 1860 Editor of
the 'Quarterly,* was to my father more like a
near and dear relative than a friend. He was one
of the most cultivated and fascinating of com-
panions, steeped in knowledge of English literature,
and had a wonderfully lucid and attractive style
in writing, as is shown by his volume * Some XVIII
Century Men of Letters,* The memoir attached
to that volume gives so good an account of him
that I need only refer to it without repeating its
contents, to which I made a small and humble
contribution,
My father was engaged in business without